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George glanced up from the newspaper he had been reading. His tired
eyes travelled across the blue flowers on the wall paper and came to rest
on the green head of the mallard on the kitchen calendar. He studied the
wings outspread in flight. His eyes dropped to the large black numbers
below, chosen for their size so as to be easily read from across the room.
It was Tuesday, the 18th of February. The next day would be Wednesday
the 19th and Thursday would be the 20th. February was almost over.
There was a large black circle drawn around the 21 s1. George couldn't
remember what he had circled that day for. He thought about it awhile,
occassionally rubbing at the stubble on his chin. But nothing came to
him. He'd have to ask the old girl. He shoved back his chair and pushed
himself to his feet. Knees are sure gettin' stiff these days, he thought.
He shuffled over to the stairs and hollered, "Margaret, what'd I put that
circle around the 21 st for?"
"You didn't," she hollered back. "I did. Just so's you'd remember my
birthday on time this year."
George went back to the calendar and took a better look. Sure enough
there was writing inside the circle. He lay down the morning press on
the worn oilcloth and felt in his pocket for his spectacles. "Darned
things are an awful nuisance," he muttered. "Never are where they're
supposed to be when I need them."
Most often he forgot to put them on. George spied the missing glasses
on the buffet. He placed the wire-rims on his nose and peered closely at
the calendar. It said, "Margaret's 67th." George had been seventy on his
last birthday. But he never cared for a lot of hoop-Ia fuss. Still,
Margaret did, and he had promised himself he would not disappoint her
this year. And here he had gone and let the time slip by again.
He carefully folded up his glasses and snapped them into their leather
case.
"Margaret," he hollered. "I think I'll go out awhile. Maybe stop at the
Phelps' and see of they've got some fresh eggs."
He felt behind the wood stove for his boots. He liked the feel of a wood
fire. It kept the chill out of a man's bones.
He sat down heavily in the wooden armchair beside the stove. Yes sir,
he thought, that old Franklin had served them well. The old girl
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complained it smoked up the curtains. They didn't need to use it now they
had central heating, but he still liked to stoke it up on a cold winter day.
He glanced about the kitchen as he fed the laces through the eyelets of
his high-topped boots. He sat up stiffly. It was a good room, bright and
cheerful. One he liked to be in and read in afternoons, when the sun got
around to that side of the house. He kept a pot of coffee brewing on the
stove. Margaret said that much coffee was bad for him so he had cut back
some. Of course she wanted him to quit. She didn't drink coffee.
"Well," he said, "best be going, if I'm a-going. The sooner I'll be
back. S'posed to snow later today."
"Who you talkin to?" asked Margaret, coming down the stairs, still
in her robe.
"Nobody, nobody in particular," said George going out.
He forgot to catch the door and it slammed shut. OutSide, he couldn't
hear her, but he knew she'd be hollering about letting the door bang-said
it was gonna pull the hinges loose. He wondered what he'd done with his
keys. He'd had them in his hands once. He dug inside his Mcintosh and
extracted a large ringful. He patted his trousers for his wallet, then,
satisfied that he was all set, struck off for the garage.
He had wanted to make this birthday a very special one and he
reasoned the first place to start was with the gift. Then he figured he'd
take her to dinner. The old gal liked to get dressed up fancy. He guessed
he probably give in and take her for Chinese food since she liked it so
much. Never set well with him-aU that rice and vegetables and soy
sauce. Still, he reckoned it didn't hurt him none once in awhile.
He wanted the gift to be something unusual. Something Margaret
couldn't fault and something she wouldn't exchange. He liked to shop, the
little that he shopped, at garage sales, but this time of year he knew he'd
have to go all the way downtown to the plaza. He hated the traffic
congestion in town but maybe he'd make it back before the noon-hour
rush. Carefully, he backed the old Buick out between the rows of cedar
trees that lined the drive.
"I'm not any good at shoppin' for women things, at all," he said,
shaking his head.
He himself hated to get ties. He had a whole dresser full them in
every shape and color imaginable.
"Never wear 'em anymore. Trusses a fellow up like a turkey, so's he
can't swallow nohow."
Bob Jenkins, who delivered the rural mail, was pulling away from
the mailbox. George wound down the window and waved. The old girl

would be out soon, now, to see whi
cards. Cards with names inside he
they were from her old nursing frier
going eagerly to the mailbox and c(
through the envelopes. And when'
disappointment was as keen now a
It hadn't taken him many years to Sl
birthday. She still did.
He checked the level of the gas,
shifted from first down to third. His
wished he'd remembered to bring h
in the house. He'd made quite a co
he'd got used to going outdoors am
excuse to go for a walk. Even on w
warm-the crispness of the air, the
sound of snow crunching under his
he could hear voices from off in the
lake calling to one another. Or if thE
boughs would be weighted down, C(
the power lines would be covered te
wonderland. It was at times like the
life. When he'd come back, the old
the stove.
He'd been good about remembe
as the years passed he'd gotten lax
with money in it and apologizing for
get to the store. The first year this h
Margaret's brother, Harold, were goi
They were gOing to hire a guide and
the wilderness. But that was the ye,
couldn't take time off for any hunting
the trip to Margaret. After that he'd t
lot of things, he guessed.
Harold died last year. He never
thought about the wolves. He'd wat(
the wolfpack on PBS. The com men'
predator man had originally thought
sick deer, so that actually helped stn
weak from reproducing. He guesse(
anyway.

80 amaranth us
lins. They didn't need to use it now they
~d to stoke it up on a cold winter day.
IS he fed the laces through the eyelets of
stiffly. It was a good room, bright and
d read in afternoons, when the sun got
He kept a pot of coffee brewing on the
)ffee was bad for him so he had cut back
to quit. She didn't drink coffee.
if I'm a-going. The sooner I'll be
I."

lrgaret, coming down the stairs, still
, said George going out.
~ it slammed shut. Outside, he couldn't
Iliering about letting the door bang-said
!. He wondered what he'd done with his
,once. He dug inside his Mcintosh and
!d his trousers for his wallet, then,
( off for the garage.
irthday a very special one and he
as with the gift. Then he figured he'd
ed to get dressed up fancy. He guessed
or Chinese food since she liked it so
III that rice and vegetables and soy
hurt him none once in awhile.
ithing unusual. Something Margaret
Nouldn't exchange. He liked to shop, the
ales, but this time of year he knew he'd
to the plaza. He hated the traffic
d make it back before the noon-hour
j Buick out between the rows of cedar
for women things, at aU," he said,
,e had a whole dresser full them in
!.

'usses a fellow up like a turkey, so's he
Ie rural mail, was pulling away from
n the window and waved. The old girl

would be out soon, now, to see what was in the mail. She counted on those
cards. Cards with names inside he didn't remember. Mostly, she said
they were from her old nursing friends. In his mind he could see her
going eagerly to the mailbox and coming back more slowly as she sorted
through the envelopes. And when there were no cards, George knew her
disappointment was as keen now as when they married forty years ago.
It hadn't taken him many years to see what great store she set in her
birthday. She still did.
He checked the level of the gas gauge and turned out onto Benston. He
shifted from first down to third. His tobacco pouch lay on the dash. He
wished he'd remembered to bring his pipe. She didn't like him to smoke
in the house. He'd made quite a commotion about it in the beginning. but
he'd got used to going outdoors and rather liked it now. It gave him an
excuse to go for a walk. Even on winter nights-he'd bundle up extra
warm-the crispness of the air, the clear stillness of the night and the
sound of snow crunching under his boots-it exhilarated him. Sometimes
he could hear voices from off in the distance; ice fisherman out on the
lake calling to one another. Or if there'd been a fresh snowfall, the pine
boughs would be weighted down, covered with snow. The fence rails and
the power lines would be covered too. Then the night would be like a
wonderland. It was at times like these he thought he'd had a pretty good
life. When he'd come back, the old girl would have a pot of hot cocoa on
the stove.
He'd been good about remembering her birthday in the beginning, but
as the years passed he'd gotten lax and had settled on giving her a card
with money in it and apologizing for not having remembered in time to
get to the store. The first year this had happened was the year he and
Margaret's brother, Harold, were going to go to Alaska, wolf hunting.
They were going to hire a guide and helicopter to fly them right out into
the wilderness. But that was the year Harold got his promotion and
couldn't take time off for any hunting. So George had given the money for
the trip to Margaret. After that he'd been more or less indifferent-to a
lot of things, he guessed.
Harold died last year. He never did get to go hunting again. George
thought about the wolves. He'd watched a documentary on the habits of
the wolfpack on PBS. The commentator had said they were not the
predator man had originally thought and that wolves only killed aging or
sick deer, so that actually helped strengthen the herd by preventing the
weak from reproducing. He guessed he never really wanted to shoot one
anyway.
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George thought about the wolf picture he had seen advertised in the
Saturday Evening Post. It was of a lone wolf on a snow covered hillside
howling up at a full moon. Below, there was a little town nestled in the
valley. He liked the blue and grey shadows of the paintings and the long
black shadow of the wolf contrasted on the white snow. He could even see
the wolf's breath in the cold night air. George liked the feeling the
painting gave him. It gave him a thrill every time he looked at it. It had
made him draw his chair closer to it. He thought he'd like to have that
painting and hang it behind the stove. Margaret was real fond of animals
too, but he didn't suppose she would like to have the painting for her
birthday, no matter how nicely it was framed. And he didn't want to be
accused of having bought something for himself.
She had never let him forget the year he bought the carved ivory
chess set. Margaret never learned to play chess, even though he and her
father played almost every Saturday night until the old man died. He was
a sharp player and George seldom beat him. He missed those nights. She
said he really bought it for himself. Maybe he had. He'd hoped she would
learn to play, but she hadn't and he had long ago become resigned to it.
No... he must find the right gift this year. One that would make her
eyes light up like they did in the early days when he came in from
work-back when the boys were small and they'd planted the young peach
and apple trees to start their own orchard. And they'd had a garden every
year until last summer. She'd worked hard right along with him. No one
could say she wasn't a worker. Lately, she was-tense, though, and didn't
seem to have much patience with him. But maybe that was the way of old
age, he reasoned.
George slowed down, shifted gears and braked as he approached the
four-way stop. He shifted into first and turned onto McMillan, but
quickly braked again. A large grey-black and white dog stood in the
center of his lane. It was standing over a dead rabbit with its head
thrown back, howling. George guided the car carefully over the center
line and around the dog. Glancing back in the mirror he thought it was an
odd looking animal, maybe part Husky, maybe part Shepherd and maybe,
he thought, even part wolt. He wondered if it was the same one that
howled almost every night, keeping him awake. He figured that one must
surely be part wolf. It howled at the full moon and it howled at the new
moon. And every other stage of the moon for that matter. The only part
of the moon he figured it wouldn't howl at was the dark side, the back
side. But then the back side of the moon didn't show and if it did, it would
have to shine to be seen. Then, of course, he continued, his thoughts
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rambling, it would no longer be the dark side of the moon.
"You damned silly fool." he said aloud. "Your mind's going for sure."
Then he thought about Margaret again.
Margaret had moved into the guest bedroom before Christmas. She
said his talking in his sleep kept her awake. Said he talked nonsense;
something about crossing the Sahara Desert in a Landrover. He'd never
even seen the Sahara, except in movies on television, so why should he
dream about it? Of course, he had watched that rerun of Peter O'Toole in
Laurence of something-or-other. Fine actor that O'Toole fellow. But
George knew the real reason she had moved across the hall. He heard her
coughing long into the night-deep wracking coughs that left her
exhausted in the morning. She always brushed him off when he
mentioned it, but he'd insisted on going with her the last time she'd gone
for her check-up, even though she'd said he'd be a nuisance since he
couldn't hear anyhow and made everybody repeat themselves. He hadn't
liked what the young doctor'd had to say-the dark shadows on the x-ray
of her lungs. George shook his head. It wasn't good. It worried him, but
it didn't go no good to plague her about it. She was stubborn and wouldn't
hear of taking any medication. Said it didn't do no good anyway. When
her time was come it was come and that was that.
The image of the wolf picture. with its cool blues, popped back into
his mind. Then for some reason he thought about the Sahara and the heat
and the dryness. He thought about Margaret staying late in bed every
morning now. Not like the old days when she was up before daybreak. He
thought about the blue skin under her eyes and he hoped there were cards
in the mailbox today. He'd take her to Arizona or even the Sahara, if she
would only go. Just so she'd get well. His stomach knotted up every time
he thought about it. He gripped the steering wheel tighter. His heavy
parka was becoming very warm. He rolled the window down a crack. The
raw February wind felt good on his flushed face. He pushed his thoughts
back into the cool blue of the wolf painting. He remembered the icy bite
of snow against frost-bitten cheeks from back in the days when he still
went ice fishing. He imagined he could feel the sting of wind-flung desert
sand and in his mind the image of a white full moon hung over it all.
An idea began to emerge. Moon-moonstone.... He remembered his
mot~ler's moonstone brooch with the blue moonstone set so quaintly
among the pearls and red garnets. Margaret had always admired it. Of
course his grandmother had given it to his mother, who had passed it
down to his sister and likely she would in time give it to Elizabeth, her
daughter. If only he could find one like that, he thought, he would have
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the perfect gift. He hadn't seen or heard of moonstone in years. Perhaps,
he should call his sister. She might have some idea where to look.
In town, George called Harriet from the drug store. No, she hadn't any
ideas and she had already given the brooch to Elizabeth before she went
away to college. And she was sorry to hear about Margaret's health, but
then at their age, she said, anything was liable to crop up ...which hadn't
made George feel any better.
He passed the morning in a confusing round of shops and stores
showing bargain after bargain. He looked at date books and diaries,
colognes and perfume (he hated perfume). gloves. purses, jewelry and
jewelry boxes and on and on. But nothing struck his fancy. He was
becoming discouraged. And the clerks made him nervous, hovering so
near. He felt as awkward as that first Christmas when he was ten and he
had wanted to buy something for his mother. He wouldn't even look at
hats when the young lady suggested that they had the latest designs
imported from New York.
Once more, George rode the escalator to the second floor of Eatons and
looked at the display of musical Jewelry boxes. Some played "Lara's
Theme," some "Sunrise, Sunset" and others "Smoke Gets in Your Eyes."
George liked that song and he would have bought it, but Margaret already
had an enormous collection of music boxes and he didn't know for sure
which ones. He resigned himself to once again giving her money. That
way, he reasoned, she could be sure of her getting herself something she
wanted. But he felt guilty, like he had once more let her down. He was
afraid too, that she might only stick it back in the cookie jar on the
fridge-for a rainy day, as he had often seen her do.
Back on the first floor, George went to the stationery department and
selected a card. It didn't say what he wanted it to. And he couldn't say
what he felt, never could. He didn't have a way with words. But the card
wasn't too bad and the picture was real pretty. George paid the clerk and
left.
Disappointed as he was in his shopping trip, George was nevertheless
relieved to be heading back out of town. He had crossed Riley-Thompson
and turned onto the highway before he remembered he wanted to stop at
Phelps' for eggs. He pulled over to the side of the road, checked for
oncoming traffic, then made a U-turn. He followed the old lane in the
back way to Phelps' and got out beside the barn.
"Hi, Mr. Barnes," hollered Jamie, coming across the yard.
"Hi there yourself, young man. Is your dad around? I want to get
some eggs. If you've any to spare."
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"You want to see what we've got, Mr. Barnes?" he said tugging at
George's hand.
"Well sure. Must be something mighty special."
"Collie had her pups. Seven of 'em, too. Dad says we can't keep them
all. But Eric gets to keep one. Want to hold a pup?"
George looked down at the fat little pups tumbling over one another in
the straw. Collie lay in the corner with her nose on her front paws,
dozing. Every now and again she partially opened one eye. She wagged
her tail when George spoke to her. He often petted her when he came for
eggs. She always came over to greet him, wagging her tail and sniffing at
his trousers.
Mr. Phelps came through the door wiping his greasy hands on a rag.
He extended his hand. "Howdy, neighbor. Haven't seen you around in
quite a spell. Me and the wife was wondering how you folks was faring
the winter. Glad to see you," he said squeezing George's hand in a
welcoming handshake. "Well, what do you think of Collie's pups? Fat
little buggers ain't they? The father was a stray hung around here for a
while. From the size of those feet and their markings, I'd say he was the
one. Looked to me like he was part malamute."
"Yeah, and Uncle Tom thinks he was part wolf too," said Jamie.
"Yuh hush up Jamie. We don't know that. You'll scare folks from
wantin' to take any of them. Shoulda' had her spayed. Kept putting it off,
and now yuh see .... "
Mr. Phelps watching Car!, thought he seemed to suddenly take a
keener interest in the pups.
"Here," he said, scooping up one that had trotted over to them and
handing it to George. George's big hands closed around the warm belly of
the pup. It started to whimper. Collie got up and came over to them and
stood looking up at George. He held him up closer to inspect his
markings. George shifted the pup into the crook of his arm and began
stroking him.
"That's the largest of the litter," said Mr. Phelps. "He's twice the size
of the runt."
He indicated a timid one sitting back off from the others.
"This here one's the most adventurous too."
George set the pup down and walked over to look at the runt Mr.
Phelps had pointed to. The pup backed up. Carl picked him up and held
him against his parka, scratching his ears, and began talking softly. A
small pink tongue licked George's hand. George grinned at Jamie.
"Part wolf, huh?"
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"Well now, we don't know that for sure. In all likelihood they ain't.
That one don't look like he'll make much of a dog at all. Shoulda' drowned
him right at the start, but the kids kicked up such a ruckus. Didn't have
the heart," said Mr. Phelps.
On a hunch he said, "Reckon you'd like to have one, George?"
George looked up in surprise. He shook his head, no.
But after a minute he said, "Well. ..yeah, I guess I would at that. It's
been a long time since we've had a dog around the place. Toby got run
over the year after young Bryan left home, and well, with the kids all
grown up and gone, Margaret says she doesn't care to have another. I
dun'no," he said, shaking his head. "She might not like it. The old gal's
got pretty exactin' about keepin' house these days."
"Tell yuh what. You take one on home with yuh, and if she puts up too
much of a fuss, you can just bring it right back here. How's that for a
deal? They'll make real good watch dogs, I reckon, when they get their
full growth. And you folks is further out than us ..."
Jamie tugged hopefully at George's hand.
"Can I help you name it, Mr. Barnes? Eric gets to name one."
"They don't look big enough to take yet. When was it you said they
were born?"
"Almost six weeks," said Mr. Phelps.
"Unh-unh. Almost five weeks," said Eric, Jamie's older brother,
coming into the barn.
"Well...yes ... sure, but what's a few days? Collie's stilliettin' 'em
nurse, but they're eating too. Now, which one would you like?" he said,
squatting down again. "This here one's got some pretty markings."
He picked up a little female.
"Eric wants to keep the biggest one."
"Yes, and I'm going to call him White Fang," said Eric. "They're part
wolf you know," he said, turning toward George.
"I get to help Mr. Barnes name his," Jamie said. "Let's name him
Buckie," Mr. Barnes.
"It's Buck!" Said Eric. "You know from, The Call of the-"
"That's what I said," interrupted Jamie.
"Boys I Well, what do you think, George?"
"I'm thinking I'll just take this one," said George, indicating the runt
he still held.
Mr. Phelps looked around in surprise. "Well now, that sure would
be a relief, George. Reckoned I wouldn't find it a home and I'd end up
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"Mostly' certain-yes. I'm sure. I guess every critter ought to have a
chance."
George smiled at the younger man. "Long as you didn't drown him,
might as well see what we've got here."
"Good enough then, that's settled. Eric, run and get Mr. Barnes a
box."
Jamie said, "Good-bye Buckie ..."
"Buck!" corrected Eric as George slid the box in on the front seat
beside him.
He was back out on the highway before he remembered he hadn't
gotten the eggs. He looked down at the little dog whimpering in the box of
straw and he reached over and scratched the pup's ears again. The eggs
would have to wait. He was beginning to worry about his decision, and he
wanted to get home and tell the old girl and get it over with. He'd tell her
it was for her birthday. Maybe that way she wouldn't make him take the
pup back.
The pup had stood up and was resting his nose on the edge of the box.
He was watching George with big soft eyes. George wondered if the pup's
father was the same one he'd seen standing over the rabbit on the
highway.
Margaret wasn't in the kitchen when he came in, although he could
smell muffins baking, and there was a kettle of pea soup simmering on
the back of the stove. He set the box behind the stove where it was warm,
and took off his coat.
"George," said Margaret, coming in with an armload of clean, folded
laundry. "I hope you remembered the eggs. I used up the last of them
making the corn muffins for lunch."
She glanced at the clock and set the laundry down on the table.
"I better get them out of the oven or they'll be burnt. Goodness
knows, I've done that often enough."
She reached over to get the pot holder off the hook on the wall.
"George Barnes, what have you gone and done?" she said, looking down
at the box.
"It's a pup."
"Well I guess I can see that with my own eyes. Where on earth did you
get it?"
"From the Phelps-for your birthday. We haven't had a dog in years
and I thought-It
"I don't care what you thought. You can just take it right back. I don't
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want no pup wetting all over my carpets. And it would be up to me to
housebreak him. You're certainly no good at it."
"Couldn't we train him to stay in the kitchen and not go in on the
rug?"
"George," said Margaret, "you can't keep track of your glasses, and
they don't walk, let alone keep an eye on a curious pup. I don't want him
wetting on my kitchen floor either."
The pup began to whimper again.
"Besides, he'll keep us up all night whining and yapping."
"He'd be company for you when you can't sleep."
"You let me be the judge of that. A good book is alii want or need.
Kind of puny isn't he?" she said, peering into the box again. "Probably
got worms. Anyway, he'd just go out on the highway and get run over like
the last one did-after you go and get yourself all attached to them. And
what about our trip to Oregon to see Bryan and the kids? I've been
looking forward to that George-you promised you'd go this year. We
can't very well take a dog on the train."
She dumped the muffins out on the counter on a clean towel.
"Well, wash your hands George. Dinner's gettin' cold."
In the bathroom he dried his hands on the fresh linens. He could hear
her indignantly banging things as she set the table and dished up the
soup. He wondered what a dog that was part wolf would be like. 'Course
it wouldn't do to tell her what the boys said. Mightn't be true anyway.
"Maybe Phelps would let us leave it there while we're away. Why
don't we try it for a week?" he said, coming out of the bathroom. "Then
you can decide."
"My answer is no. I've said my piece and my mind's made up. I've got
enough work to do just picking up after you."
George looked wistfully into the box. The pup seemed to be enjoying
the warmth from the stove and had curled up asleep. They ate most of
their lunch in silence. He knew he was going to return the pup.
Margaret was about as stubborn a woman as you'd ever find, once her
mind was made up.
She got up to make the tea. George looked over at the buffet, where
there were several cards-birthday cards, he knew. He asked who they
were from, to be polite, even though he was certain he wouldn't know the
people.
"I don't know why you bother to ask," snapped Margaret. "You never
can remember names."
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The tea-kettle began to whistle and she took it off the stove. But it
had wakened the pup, who immediately began to whine. Then he began to
yap in sharp little yelps.
"Probably misses its mother."
"I would guess he might be hungry," said George.
"I suppose you want to feed him. All right, but then he goes back."
She heated some milk on the stove, poured it into a bowl and set it on
the floor.
George picked up the pup.
"Does he know how to drink out of a dish yet? He's awfully little,"
said Margaret, taking the pup for a better look.
"George," she said, holding the pup up, "I declare, that Ed Phelps saw
you coming-took you for the fool that you are at times and gave you the
runt of the litter."
"I chose him. Ed tried to discourage me, if anything. He said he was
going to drown him in the beginning, but his boys kicked up quite a
commotion. Said he still thought he'd have to do away with the pup if he
couldn't find a home for him."
"Well, I certainly don't approve of that. He should have gotten his
female fixed."
She set the pup beside the dish of milk. He sniffed at the bowl and
started to drink, but jumped back and fell over. He scrambled to his
feet, shaking his head.
"The milk is too warm to suit him," said George, laughing.
He reached down and picked up the pup. "Poor fellow. It's a tough
world," he said, stroking him.
Margaret cleared the table and poured the tea.
"Here, let him try it again George."
She moved the bowl over. The pup circled cautiously.
"He learns fast," said George.
Then, standing well back, the pup stretched forward, sniffing at the
dish. Satisfied that it was all right, he noisily fell to lapping up the
milk. He wagged his hind end with pleasure.
George pushed back his cbair, thinking it was about time for a smoke,
but he wasn't quite ready to go outside.
Finished, the pup made a tour of the room, nosing about as he went.
Margaret picked up her darning, but kept a wary eye on him.
"You better put him back in the box before he makes a puddle.
Oughtn't to be away from his mother yet."
The pup, having completed his inspection of the kitchen, waddled over
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to Margaret, sniffed her slippers and plopped down. He lay his nose on
her foot.
"Well, I'll be," she said. "You're the one brought him home."
"But he knows you gave him the milk."
"George Barnes, I know you brought this pup home for yourself and
not for my birthday. So don't try to tell me that. And you can just forget
about trying to sweet talk me. I'm not fooled."
The pup heaved a sigh and stretched out.
"He sure could use some fattening up though. I'll bet the other pups
don't give much chance to nurse either."
George kept still. He knew better than to argue any further. It just
made her more stubborn. He could hear the big clock in the hallway
ticking. It chimed twice. Margaret was looking down at the sleeping pup.
"Well maybe ... maybe we could try it for a week. But I'm not saying
we are going to keep him. You hear me, George. We'll just see. So don't
go making any plans."
George stood up.
"I think I'll just go outside and have a smoke," he said.
And see, he thought to himself, what kind of shape Toby's old dog house
is in.
He let the door bang, but not before he heard her hollering about not
letting it slam on the way out.
He stuck his head back in and said, "By the way, his name is Buck."

